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TO THE READER. 

This is my orchard, where the winds make laughter. 

That jollity and fruit may follow after ; 

Blossoms of promise in these pages find. 

And fruit will gather in a merry mind : 

For he who knows not when to bend and laugh 

Has scarcely learnt philosophy by half ; 

But he who mingles humour vath his life. 

Has found a cushion for a world of strife. 

The Author. 
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It was a warm hairst day, 
• I know a pool where shadows fall, - 
1 Just picture a half hundred judges, 

! Life for a life ! life for a life ! 

I Men talk of the high price of land, 

I 

I *Neath bearded cliffs, firm footed in the sea, - 

i Of all the drops in bottles corked, 

Once on a lazy autumn afternoon, 

] O, how oft hae I heard, - - - - 

Oh ! I hae seen amang the clouds, - 
Ower Scotland's corn the laverocks whustle, 
Some sing the songs of Mars,- 
Speak not to me of budding boughs. 
Sweet after labour, are the hours of ease, 
Suppose a lawyer could advise, - . - 

Sweet huntress of the balmy summer skies, - 
Sweet singer on thy wicker stage, 
There is a little thing, 

There was a small grocer, . . - 

That justice and right should be matters of money ! 
The summer sun flames hotly through, - 
I'he twinkling snowdrop with her parted bell. 
The goldfinch, bullfinch, merle, and thrush, 
The sunset hath fled, - - - - 

Though our Bankruptcy Court, - 
*Tis said that in China, 
Tim Diamond was as brave a lad, 
There was a small crofter whose own little lass. 
The English wigs made the Lord Chancellor's rules, 
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SPRING IN COURT. 

Spkak not to me of budding boughs, 

Of leafy hedges, greenery mazes, 
Of ivied banks and primrose walks, 

Of pastures spotted white with daisies : 

My bardic ire it only raises 
To think of Nature at her sport 

While men are fog-lost in the hazes 
Of dingy case in dungeon court. 

Oh ! why has sage Professor Bell 
From his good Principles left out 

The law that makes man greet the spring 
With universal song and shout ? 
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What Act instructs the feathered rout 
To mate, or take their annual trip ? 

Good lack 1 the point is left in doubt 
By even Clark on Partnership ! 

I fear our Erskines, Stairs, and Humes 
Have only learnt the world by half ; 

And that there must be wider laws 
Unjacketed by sheep or calf : 
But then, 'twould only make you laugh 

To hear them sung from legal twig, 
Where, like a bat-winged bag of chaff. 

Sits Justice in a foozle- wig. 




WW w ^ » * ■ 

^ to * w * • 

w « „ »> 

♦• «. 

w 



17 



THE JURYMAN'S CAROL. 

It was a warm hairst day, 

A day the farmer grudges, 
When I was called away 

To meet the Circuit Judges : 
My tie was Holland brown, 

My coat green, I assure ye, 
For I had come to town 

To sit upon the jury. 

In court, the ballot drawn. 

The jury benched compactly,. 
Then I was bid begone 

And come at two exactly ; 
I went, I came, and theni 

All time and honour scorning 
I was bid come again 

At ten o'clock next morning. 
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And then began the show — 

We sat on wooden benches, 
Sweet fifteen in a row, 

All ravelled in our senses ; 
While wigs of horse-hair flew 

To questions, speeches, wrangling, 
Pulling the cases through, 

Like lassies at a mangling. 

A lad or two for theft 

Of handkerchiefs and purses, 
A poet who had reft 

His fancy of bad verses ; 
And many cases more 

Of evil predilections, 
With constables who swore 

To previous convictions. 

And fast through thick and thin, 

*Mong all their hilty-tilty. 
We brought the prisoners in 

Unanimously guilty ; 
Resolved whate*er the crime, 

In spite of fuss or fizziness. 
To save each tick of time 

That kept us from our business. 
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THE SPARROW. 

Brown-backit, dusty-breasted chappie ! 
Wi' streakit throat, and pow sae nappy, 
Wi* sturdy legs and neb sae rappy 

For fechtin' splore. 
Thy cheery chirp mak's a* things happy 

Aboot my door. 

In some tree fork, nane thick wi' leaves. 
Or darksome hole aneath the eaves, 
A harum-scarum nest thou weaves 

O' strings and straws, 
That trailin' fast, thou rugs and rieves 

Frac kings or craws. 

In simmer's prime, the world's thy ain. 
To range the fields and scour the plain ; — 
O' farmers* guns, fear thou hast nane ! 

Or thowless rattles ; 
But helter-skelter at the grain 

Thou yirps and battles. 
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When winter comes, thou begs nae pity, 
But townward hies, wi' chirping ditty, 
Hailing wi' yellochs in the city 

Ilk frien' thou meets, 
To win thy bread, and coup the kitty 

In vera streets. 

Gi*e finches fine their music mellow, 
Gi*e blackbirds trig their nebs o' yellow 
The redbreast, tae — the sodger fellow — 

His sang sae sma' ; 
In clatterin' noisome chorus bellow 

Thou dings them a*. 

But baud ! I dinna like thy fechtin', 

Whan, breast tae breast, hot war thou*rt wechtin* ; 

Strivin' wi* hangin' wings tae strechtin' 

On yird thy foe ; 
Crumbs fa' for a', and nebs fast dichtin*. 

Work endless woe 1 

Kings mak' the wars, and fules tak* swurds. 
And cloor ilk ither intae curds ; 
But men o* sense, and bonnie birds, 

Wi* brains tae harrow. 
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Should fecht their battles oot v/V words, 

My wee cock sparrow 1 

Ance in a riddle-trap I caught thee, 
And to a strugglin' captive brought thee, 
But 'twas na dabs or kicks that got thee 

Thy wings sae fleet ; 
Twas thy wee burstin* heart that bought thee 

Thy freedom sweet. 

Black shame to the unworthy son 

Wad lift on thee a murderous gun, 

And through thy ranks, as thou dost run. 

Pour spreading lead, 
To see thee fa*, wi* wings undone, 

And bleeding head. 

Nae gun hae I, or d(^, or warden ; 
Thou*rt welcome to my house and garden ; 
I dinna heed thy thefts ae farden 

Frae simmer tae simmer : 
Thou hast my love, my peace, my pardon — 

Thou blythesome comer. 
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THE SHERIFFS FAREWELL TO HIS 

WIG. 



Farewell, farewell ! my horsehair wig, 

My snuff-box, tie, and spectacles ,* 
My silken gown, my long goose quills, 

My desk, my ink receptacles ; 
Farewell, my handsome high-backed chair, 

Thou throne of stout invincibles ! 
For little John has piped the doom 

Of Scotland's Sheriff Principals. 

No more officials at my door 

Will bow and say the court doth wait ; 
A king without a kingdom, is 

This lordly superannuate. 
No more an agent's nose to snub 

When fancy or my humour suits ; 
No more of smiling Sheriff-Clerks, 

Or humble Sheritf-Substitutes. 
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No longer avizandum made 

Or foolish notes will shock you, for 
My last note soon will echo with 

A final interlocutor. 
The feathered shaft is in the string, 

And yet 'twill take ere I am tricked, 
A Queen and Parliament to serve 

My last perpetual interdict. 

Farewell, my wig ! farewell, my men ! 

From Process-clerk to Chancellor, 
Ye spirits dark of dusky wing, 

Oh ! ye have much to answer for 1 
In wax-work soon I may be grouped, 

Or tanked in some aquarium ; 
But first in humble faith I wait 

My handsome honorarium. 



24 



MY OLD GOOSE QUILL. 



Ye artists, and ye etchers all, 

Of velveteen and plush, 
With easels, stools, and stretchers all. 

Chalk, needle, stump, and brush. 
I dare your whole utensils fine. 

Your oils and pigment mill. 
To match with paints or pencils fine 

My old goose quill. 

With birse of independence up. 

Defences he can draw. 
And shut a condescendence up 

With stirring pleas in law ; 
In prayers that thrill in reading of, 

In statement, fact, and will, 
Like music is the screeding of 

My old goose quill. 
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Ye painters have on palette got 

The lark in sunny cloud, 
But nowhere in your wallet got 

His song that rings so loud ; 
And so you pass completely from 

The ripple and the trill 
That chirps and flows so sweetly from 

My old goose quill. 

With one ink drop upon it, sirs, 

This plume of barn-fowl's wing, 
In summons, or in sonnet, sirs, 

Can make the paper sing ; 
And then when love or Latin does 

His liquid bosom thrill, 
He runs like any rattan, does 

My old goose quill. 
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HILL-CLIMBING. 



Once on a lazy autumn afternoon, 
LfOW-humming to myself an antique tune, 
I picked my steps along a Highland path. 
That rose steep-winding from the brook-cut strath ; 
My stout oak staff for climbing, less than resting. 
My dog through brackens leaping, grasses breasting 
Through bog of peat, through myrtle and red heather^ 
We climbed, enjo3dng much the balmy weather. 
Till one hill-top my mild desire had crowned. 
Then sat I down to view the country round. 

Was I alone ? Nay, nay I he's ne'er alone. 
Who in his mind a merry stage doth own. 
Where preach and go, that others may appear. 
The mighty masters of the inner ear ; 
Who never fail to speak a noble part 
To him who wears the world upon his hearts 
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THE TABLE O' FEES. 

Air— «* The Laird o' Cockpen,'' 

O, HOW oft hae I heard 

That our whole stock-in-trade 
Is a desk for a 3raird 

And a pen for a spade — 
While it maun be agreed, 

There's a world's guid in these, 
Yet oor best pock o' seed 

Is the table o' fees. 

For the desk and the stule, 

Wi' a sigh let me say, 
May be props for a fule 

At the end o* the day, 
But like manna and snaw, 

Or a peck o' white peas. 
For the doves o' the law 

Is the table o' fees. 
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Let the merchantman boast 

O' his fine speculations, 
And the clergyman hoast 

O'er his teinds' allocations, 
For a steady on-cost, 

Banking up the bawbees, 
Like a warm dreepin' roast 

Is the table o* fees. 

Man I it gangs wi' a clack ! 

Like a mill makin' flour ; 
Three-and-fourpence a crack ! 

Six-and-eightpence an hour ; 
Half-a-crown for a wink, 

And a shillin' a sneeze, 
Come like stour o' sma' ink 

Frae the table o' fees. 

I could hand ye my stule, 

Ruler, ink-horn, and dask ; 
I could hand ye my quill, 

Or whate'er ye micht ask ; 
And could yet wi* my tongue — 

Whilk nae man can appease— 
Fill a cask tae the bung 

Frae the table o' fees. 
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THE SHERIFFS INQUISITION. 



Some sing the songs of Mars, 

And some the lajrs of Cupid, 
In verses clear as stars, 

And stanzas thick and stupid. 
To chant of love or wars 

Will never be my mission, 
Till I have sung in bars 

The SherifiTs Inquisition. 

There is a little room, 

A trifle close and fusty. 
Where l^al books illume 

The solemn shelves so dusty ; 
Where sits a little man, 

'Tis part of whose profession, 
To fish out, if he can. 

The prisoner's trangressioc. 
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Through his enchanted door 

Each prisoner safe is guarded ; 
Once fairly on the floor, 

Each chink is watched and warded. 
No agent may he see 

For fear he be contamined, 
And should collected be 

When sifted and examined. 

Of course, he first is told 

He need not aid committal ; 
But should he silence hold, 

It does not mean acquittal ; 
For all this little plan, 

This simple institution, 
Is not to aid the man. 

But help the prosecution. 

If garrulous and weak. 

His words are most nutritious ; 
Should he refuse to speak, 

'Tis all the more suspicious. — 
Why not at once up-snap. 

In this age of transition, 
This secret chamber trap, 

The SherifiTs Inquisition ? 
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OATMEAL. 

When round and red the harvest moon 
Keeks wi' bleered ee the trees aboon, 
And tasselled com, wi' nodding croon, 

Stands stiff and lang, 
The farmer thinks next day gin noon 

Will find him thrang. 

Nae jinkin' teeth, or birlin' wheel, 
Shall reap his crap wi' fearsome squeal. 
But brawny arms and circling steel 

Will do the wark ; 
Where'er he goes wi' hearty zeal 

He'll lea' his mark. 

He dichts his scythe, and wi' his stane 

Gars ilka side o't ring again, 

Till sharpened as 'twad nick a bane 

He wades waist deep, 
And half a sheaf o' rustlin' grain 

Fa's wi' ilk sweep. 

B 
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The ruddy lassies, pleased and thrang, 
Bind up the sheaves wi' straw-rape strange 
Whiles liltin* out a rantin' sang 

Ne'er fand in books, 
Till a* the field, clean raked alang, 

Stands reared in stooks. 



A week o' dryin' wind and sun, 
And out the vera weans maun run, 
A* dancin' daft tae get begun 

And dae their parts, 
To hae a day o' glorious fun 

Amang the carts. 

And ere the sun blinks in the wast 
The fecht o' forks is ower and past ; 
The waving field is safe and fast. 

In farmyaird stackit, 
The golden treasure's hame at last, 

Weel raiped and thackit. 

When hoary winter nips the air, 
Upon the dusty threshing-flair, 
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The loundering flails mak' music rare 

Wi* thuds and rings ; 
While straw flees here, and seeds flee there^ 

In heaps and bings. 

Then, loaded fu' wi' tentie skill. 
The carts gang clinkin' ower the hill 
To where the sandstanes bumm their fill 

Like rings o' licht, 
And dips the wat wheel o' the mill 

Frae mom tae nicht. 

And there, aneath the birlin' stane. 
The broken com sheds out like rain, 
Tae be shooled plowterin' back again 

And grunded weel, 
Till bulgin' pokes hang doon amain 

Wi* painch o* meal. 

Oatmeal I that wanders ower the warl 
To smile in ilka housewife's barrel, 
Wi* choicest grit for cake, or farl. 

And parritch fine. 
That hands in health the auldest carl 

O* ninety-nine ! 
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Some hae their wealth in land and rock. 
And some in ships and some in stock, 
And some in bank wi' bolt and lock 

Tae scare the deil, 
But my best wealth's in ae wee pock 

That nane wad steaL 
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THE CHRISTMAS RECESS. 



A SONG for the bench and the bar ! 

A song for the crown and the vassal I 
Mouth stopped is the trumpet of war, 

With mistletoe, laughter, and wassail. 
The wig may be hung on the pin, 

The gown may be hooked in like station : 
Hail holly I with thee, welcome in 

The joys of the Christmas vacation. 

O I period of ointment and balms, 

When truce for a season concluding. 
Pursued and pursuer take drams, 

And cut up their goose and plum pudding. 
Oh ! fortnight of frolic and fiin. 

When friendship runs wild o*er the nation — 
Cards, boxes, cake, shortbread, and bun. 

The gifts of the Christmas vacation 1 
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No longer we'll chop legal roots, 

But sing with broad smiles on our faces, 
A dress coat*s the best of all suits, 

A hamper the best of all cases. 
A fig for the ninny who prates 

Of idlers without occupation ; 
We'll chant with the carols and waits 

The charms of the Christmas vacation. 
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THE PRISONER'S CRY. 



Ye matrons with bright faces and 

Ye men of Britain's clime, 
Who think of civil cases, and 

Not criminals or crime ; 
While blessings down are fluttered by 

Your bright peculiar star, 
OJ hear the cry that's uttered by 

The prisoner at the bar. 

You hear of British justice, and 

Of equity in courts, 
From priests in lawn and surplice, and 

That mercy there resorts : 
Where judges strip the glory from 

The words of Prince, or Czar, 
But may not sift the story from 

The prisoner at the bar. 
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Why should the civil suitor be 

A witness for himself, 
Though he a sharp freebooter be 

For thousand pounds of pelf ; 
While for the crimes of pennyworth, 

That make a life or mar, 
We do not treat as any worth 

The prisoner at the bar ? 

Men, innocent, in ages past, 

Have hung, we know full well : 
How many, writ in pages past, 

We guess, but cannot tell. 
Why longer with old motions, then, 

Arm death's destroying car, 
To slay with foolish notions, then. 

The prisoner at the bar ? 

He sits, all cowed and quaking there. 

Not one word may he say ; 
And hears, with rough heart breaking there. 

His freedom sworn away ; 
And witnesses are bidden in 

To speak, from near and far. 
While truth itself lies hidden in 

The prisoner at the bar. 
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THE POOL. 

I KNOW a pool, where shadows fall 
From fir-trees, melancholy tall, 
That dream and quiver round the rim, 
And in the molten centre swim, 
Where taper tops do all unite 
Bemirrored in its silvern light. 

At eve, when through the dusky pines 
The scarlet of the sunset shines, 
There does the blackbird's throat of jet 
Pour music soft as flageolet, 
That wins an answer, faint and still, 
In echoes from the hx-off hill. 

As gloaming gathers into night 

The water-picture loses light. 

And, filled with dark reflection's deep. 

Seems like a mind perplexed in sleep. 

Where spectral thoughts do weave and pass 

Behind the surface of the glass. 
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SEPARATION AND DIVORCE. 



That justice and right, should be matters of money ! 

O I who could believe it ? What man can endure 
That Scotland should harbour — so brave and so sunny !• 

A law for the rich and a law for the poor ? 

A wife for gross cruelty, seeks separation. 
And aliment asks for herself and her chicks : 

Pay down fifty pounds, is the way of our nation. 
Or else be content with your blows and your kicks I 

A man may desire to obtain a divorce 

From crime and unfaithfulness, sorrow and pain : 

Pay down fifty pounds, is the answer, of course. 
Or take your wife back to your bosom again I 

The reason is plain : In our high Court of Session 
Such suits must be brought, 'mid a hailstorm of fees 

For wax and red tape, and — excuse the expression — 
To keep up an Advocates* Guild, if you please. 
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The cure's with the Sheriff : Give him jurisdiction 

To try all such cases with poverty prest ; 
The cost would be small, and at every conviction 

A wrong would be righted, a house would be blest. 

Oh, why should Scotch justice be measured by purses. 
While innocent writhes in an infamous chain ? 

While children's young ears ring with quarrels and curses, 
And women, heart-broken, beg pity in vain ? 
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ON HANGINGS. 



Life for a life ! life for a life ! 

Is bench and pulpit preaching — 
But, death by bullet, rope, or knife. 

Is strangely heathen teaching ; 
For if to stop a mortal's breath 

Be horrid murder reckoned. 
To add to that another death 

Is surely murder second. 

What right has man to say to man — 

** A fortnight for contrition, 
And then, with all the haste we can. 

We'll launch you to perdition?" 
'Twere better far — ^it seems to me — 

More Christian and more thorough. 
To say that he'd imprisoned be 

To spend his life in sorrow. 
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If 'tis for punishment on earth, — 

A life in prison spending, 
Were sentence of far greater worth, 

Than speeding on life's ending : 
And if for punishment in hell, — 

Ere from the clay 'tis riven. 
Why with your priests invade the cell, 

To preen a soul for heaven ? 

Small chance is there, when all within 

Is surging agitation. 
To change a life-long course of sin, 

And work a soul's salvation : 
For who the difference fine could trace 

*Tween terror and repentance, 
When glowering in death's grizzly face 

Beneath a hanging sentence ? 

I speak not of the widespread harm 

Called ** warning the defaulters,' 
Of swinging men at gallows' arm, 

Like soulless brutes in halters ; 
The dreadful drop, the hooded head — 

The same for man or woman ! — 
Were fitter for a nation bred 

In savagery inhuman. 
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That guiltless men have died, we know, 

Our hanging system under ; 
And why we still a-hanging go, 

Is matter for much wonder : 
'Twere better that ten guilty wights 

Should *scape, remorse to cherish, 
Than that, beneath the hangman's rites, 

One innocent should perish. 

The Power that gave the vital spark, 

*Tis He alone should quench it ; 
No other hand should stab the mark. 

Or from its socket wrench it. 
A human law, by wit of man. 

Is but a law infernal. 
If in its small terrestrial plan 

It clashes with th' eternal. 
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UP THE DIM GLEN. 



Hushed were the songs of eve, the thrush 

Had h3niined the last cloud's roseate lining, 
The star of love, with growing blush. 

On night's warm breast lay softly shining ; 
The air was balmed with meadow-sweet, 

Like arrows shot the burn's clear water, 
As on the bridge, with restless feet, 

Dick waited for the miller's daughter. 

The moon that chambered in the cloud, 

Looked forth with cheerful roguish greeting 
When, on his heart with throbbings loud. 

The old clock struck the hour of meeting. 
A red glow filled her father's door, 

A graceful, gliding form revealing. 
And soon, with welcomes o'er and o'er, 

Dick met her, through the wild flow*rs stealing. 
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Up the dim glen they took their way, 

With love untold between them beating, 
A witness soon was each green spray 

To vows, that here need no repeating. 
As homeward slow their steps they bent. 

Her heart was full, her cheeks were burning, 
For hands, kept single as they went, 

Were fondly locked on their returning. 
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HOW WE GO COURTING. 



In coat of inky black 

Of worn and sad expression, 
We bear upon our back 

The tale of our profession : 
A-courting all we go, 

Each arm a process under too ! 
In winter through the snow. 

Through hail and rd.in, and thunder too ! 

The music of the bar 

Upon the legal fiddle, 
Heard faintly from afar, 

Sounds much like fol-de-riddle ; 
But once within the door, 

Where every thing in fitness is, 
In twos upon the floor 

We reel the panting witnesses. 

C 
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And if the suit be won, 

With mental frisk and frolic, 
We watch the vanquished Hun, 

Convulsed with legal colic ; 
But should the fight be lost. 

Like Homer's gods, confounding all. 
We vanish with a hoast. 

And clay-pipe clouds surrounding all. 

True Quixotes of the pen. 

We charge with visage solemn 
All sheep that look like men 

Down column after column ; 
But then we ne'er allow 

A love that's lost to fetter one, 
For, with a courtly bow, 

We turn to win a better one. 
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SCOTCH PORRIDGE. 

OwER Scotland's com the laverocks whustle, 
Amang the rigs the comcraiks rustle, 
Frae gowden taps the millstanes jostle 

And heap wi' health, 
Auld Scotland's cog of grit, and gristle — 

A nation's wealth. 

Ye wha wad ken life's pleasures sweet, 
Wad haud the doctor in the street. 
Wad mak' the tichtest twa en's meet 

Whan scant o' siller. 
Taste parritch fine ! and thy glad feet 

Will chase the miller. 

In boilin' water, salted weel, 

'Tween fingers, rin the ruchsome meal. 

While the brisk spurtle gars them wheel 

In jaups an' rings — 
Ae guid half-hour, syne bowls may reel 

Wi' food for kings. 
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Nae butter, syrups, sugar brown, 

For him wha sups shall creesh thy crown, 

But milk alane, maun isle thee roun'. 

Till thou dost soom, 
Then a' man needs is ae lang spoon, 

And elbow room. 



Gie France her puddocks and ragous, 
Gie England puddings, beef, and stews, 
Gie Ireland taties, shamrocks, soos, 

And land sae bogie, 
True Scotsmen, still will scaud their mou's 

Ower Scotland's cogie. 

Puir parriich ! here thou'rt scant respeckit. 
For frizzled fare, thou'rt aft negleckit ; 
But Grecian Sparta sune was wreckit 

'Mang drinkin' horns, 
And Scotia's thristle may be sneckit 

Whan thee she scorns. 

But, mark the Scot ayont the sea 
Welcome his meal, wi' dewy e'e. 
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He gars the first made parritch flee 

Frae out the dish, 
While, that his pock ne'er toom may be, 

Is a' his wish. 

Proud Scotland's sons, o' hill and glen, 
Ha'e roused the world frae en' tae en' 
Wi' doughty deeds o' tongue and pen. 

Coal, steam, and sleel — 
O I what has made those mighty men 

But Scotland's meal ? 

On Bannockburn, and freedom's day. 
When Britons met in war's array. 
E'en though the Northmen knelt to say 

Their creed or carritch. 
What made the differ' in that fray 

Was Scotland's parritch. 

For makin' flesh and buildin' banes. 
There ne'er was siccan food for weans. 
It knits their muscles steeve as stanes. 

And teuch as brasses ; 
Fills hooses fu' o' boys wi' brains, 

And rosy lassies. 
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My blessing on the dusty miller ! 
Wha gi'es me gowden health for siller I 
My blessing on each honest tiller, 

Wha breaks the clod, 
And gars green corn, Death's foe and killer, 

Spring frae the sod. 
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MY LIBRARY. 



Great spirits of the legal dead ! 

Who never smile nor laugh, 
With whames of paper, glue and thread, 

And winding sheets of calf 5 
That fame is writ in sand, we're told, 

And shifts with tides and weather ; 
Then what of names in flaming gold ! 

And titles writ in leather ? 

In volumes from the Session guns, 

That split the fogs of Court, 
My ears, the breath of battle stuns, 

With loud and long report : 
Of wigs at sea and men at law, 

Brave Rettie trumps the glory ; 
While Morrison, Dunlop, and Shaw, 

Prolong the inky Story. 
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Some curious things I never fail 

To find, my shelves among, 
A Stair, with neither steps nor rail, 

A Bell without a tongue ; 
An Abbot that no priesthood fills, 

A Dove that scares freebooters ; 
Rob Thomson's bills, Maclaren's wills. 

And courtly forms of Soutar's. 

I have no time for further fumes 

Regarding such fine persons 
As Dicksons, Erskines, Frasers, Humes, 

M'Glashans, and M'Phersons. 
But take the word of one who smacks 

His thigh, as teeth he gnashes ; 
Let golden calves be on their backs, 

Their insides are like ashes. 



"% 
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THE LANDLORD'S HYPOTHEC. 



There was a small grocer 

Who took a small shop, 
But soon, you must know, sir, 

He came to a stop ; 
He found, to his sorrow. 

No cash in his till, 
And none could he borrow 

Or bond or on bill. 

As red as a rocket 

The landlord came down, 
And said he must stock it. 

By law of the Crown ; 
And then upon credit 

He purchased some jams, 
And deep went in debit 

For cheeses and hams. 
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Without hesitation 

The laird for his rent 
Laid on Sequestration, 

With double intent : 
For six months to go, sir, 

And six in the past, 
Until the small grocer 

Was bankrupt at last 

With bidding, and knocking, 

A bold auctioneer. 
Sold fittings, and stocking 

The landlord to clear ; 
And then the small shoppie 

Was boarded—" To Let," 
And so the wee trappie 

Was baited and set. 

The laird got the money. 
While creditors small — 

For hams, cheese, and honey- 
Got nothing at all : 

They cried— "Whirlietoddy ! 
This never can be ! " 

And all in a body 
Came trooping to me. 
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They smote on their pockets, 

And wanted to know ! 
How into the Rocket's 

Their money should go ? 
But Pagans and Gothics 

Must all understand — 
The landlord's hypothec's 

The law of the land ! 
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THE POOR AGENT. 



Ye men who roll in carriages 

And swim in coppered yachts, 
Who make your wealthy marriages 

And think your easy thoughts, 
Of all the sights you wink upon, 

That shock you and allure, 
Pray, do you ever think upon 

The Agent of the Poor ? 

Within our legal coterie. 

In May-time of the year. 
We, from a lawyer's lottery. 

Draw sixteen by the ear ; 
The sight a pretty pageant is, 

But irksome to endure. 
For oft the poorest agent is 

The Agent of the Poor. 
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The poor of every parish have 

Their doctor, at the least ; 
Workhouses, Scotch and Irish, have 

Their clergyman or priest ; 
Each guardian of the pauper, gets 

His salary made sure, 
But not one single copper gets 

The Agent of the Poor. 

We hear so much of charity 

In public now-SL-days, 
'Twere surely small vulgarity 

To tell our simple ways. 
The merchant prince so gallant, spends 

His guinea on the cure ; 
His purse, his time, his talent lends 

The Agent of the Poor. 
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A STILL LAKE. 

Dusk, as an oval shield of beaten steel, 
The still lake lies i its level waters feel 
The autumn of the bright long laboured year — 
The bliss of rest. Suspended dream-like, clear, 
In its calm tide, th' encircling kingdom swims. 
The silver shore that girds its waveless rims. 
Steals unperceived into the glassy deep ; 
And castellated rocks where birches weep, 
And hazels droop, crowned by the rowan bold, 
0*er-frost the flood with scarlet and leaf-gold. 
Smooth-flowing down the verging trees between, 
Dyed is the wave with streaks of grassy green ; 
And caught from sloping squares of stubble field, 
The rising hills their patch of yellow yield. 
And heather holms, and reach of braken lands 
Blush in the flood, and bathe their russet hands. 
While at the further end, with shoulder high 
A purple mountain pushes out the sky — 
That gentle sky I of blue and pearly flake 
That fills with heav'n the whole remaining lake. 
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And SO the mirror's held to nature. Thus 
On thought's clear glass, like scenes may shine on us. 
But let a squall smite on the steely blue, 
And not one trembling image will be true, 
And should the blurring breeze outspread its rings 
The whole suspended world will take swift wings, 
And yet, should calm once more regain its sway 
The glass will smile again with scenery gay. 



S 
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IN PRAISE OF INK. 



Of all the drops in bottles corked, 

Of stoneware, glass, or wicker, 
There's not a fluid that excels 

Black ink — celestial liquor I 
With thee I slake my thirsty pen, 

And make him sing and whistle ; 
For Erin's shamrock, England's rose, 

And Scotland's ragged thistle. 

Take black ink for the virgin draft, 

And scarlet to revise it. 
Take purple for a hindmost touch, 

And blue to emphasize it ; 
Then of the various stoppered streams. 

Yield up the laurels triple 
To mildly flowing blue-black ink, 

Thou Prince of lawyers* tipple ! 
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With thee the scribe on sheepskin drums 

Makes music sweet as Ariel ; 
Tunes inharmonious title-deeds 

With instruments notarial : 
When minor into major glides, 

He marks the change symphonial 
With proving tenor, bass infeft, 

And duet matrimonial. 

iVe heard of bards who thought to climb 

Parnassus by hard drinking, 
And seemed on Pegasus to soar 

While pewter pots kept clinking ; 
But some can rise beyond the skies 

Without one drunken caper ; 
Astride a quill well charged with ink, 

And winged^with sheets of paper. 

Let painters keep their colours fine, 

Their brushes, pots, and pigments — 
I know of shines and sheens and shades 

That scorn such oily figments 5 
A feathered shaft and ebon bead 

Can net the moonbeams slender, 
And flood old Scotland's lochs and glens 

With sheets of golden splendour. 



i 
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THE RIVER BAILIE. 

Faib Clyde ! whose waters wimpling trot 
By hawthorn bow'r and rose-hung cot, 
To wash the star forget-me-not 

From daisied sod, 
Hast thou forgotten thou hast got 

A river god ? 

From scutcheoned coach to court he flits, 
His small Neptunian brow he knits. 
And leaving law to lesser wits 

Of legal clod, 
A law unto himself he sits, 

The river-god. 

Red lightnings clothe his Jove-like chair 
In curtains deep with yards to spare, 
While buttoned angels hover there. 

Deep blue and broad. 
Who greet with low obsequious air 

The river-god. 
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He hears a clash of seamen's tales, 
Of starboard bows and weather rails, 
Till, fankled up in ropes and sails, 

With azure nod, 
He dreams of butter, cheese, and scales 

The river-god. 

He wakes, and with Olympian snort, 
Finds starboard clashing still with port ; 
"With law so long and life so short. 

He shakes his rod, 
Fines all for being in his court. 

The river-god. 

O, sunny waves of crystal beam. 
Uplift the genius of thy stream. 
With ireful trident raised supreme 

And red barbedj shod. 
Hurl headlong hence from useless dream 

This river-god I 
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LOVELY DELIA. 



Wildly 1 wildly beats the heart, 

That is caught in Cupid's chains, 
Thrilled with every wayward dart. 

Harbinger of lover's pains ; 
Beating low and throbbing high. 

Moving down love's dizzy dance. 
Melted by a liquid eye, 

Frozen by an icy glance. 

Saddest far beneath the sky 

Is the face thou soon must leave ; 
Fairest fair to memory's eye 

Lives the form of yester-eve ; 
Lovely Delia thou wilt find 

Lovelier grows when forced to part. 
Flaming in the absent mind, 

Fuelled by the faithful heart. 
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THE SHERIFF -SUBSTITUTE'S LAMENT. 



The summer sun flames hotly through 

My windows* squares of dustiness, 
And seeks in vain with golden dew 

To melt my mental crustiness. 
The wheels of court are locked in cog, 

Without one plea to mitigate ; 
There's not a man, or ass, or dog. 

Has courage left to litigate. 

The country's done ! My calf-bound books 

Nod all their backs in weariness, 
One dusty red-taped process looks 

From pigeon holes of eerieness. 
I've got no work to do ; I yawn 

For cats for my Kilkennydom, 
And sometimes think the peaceful dawn 

Breaks of the great millennium. 
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When court day comes, my wig and stole 

I scarce can don for laziness ; 
The crier cries his morning roll 

And weeps for tabling business. 
My mind has reached a weary state 

Beyond the prick of raillery, 
With leaving early, coming late. 

And calling for my salary. 

Perchance upon the banks of Nith, 

When comes the long vacationing, 
1*11 find my spirits rising with 

Good weather and good rationing ; 
Or^wading in some dusky bum, 

With basket, rod, and leafy roof, 
I'll bless the autumn stars that turn 

My silken gown to waterproof. 
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THE SHERIFF AND THE COW. 



Be-necktied, be-wigged, and be-gowned, 

Be-smitten with tongues of two tartars, 
I sat in my arm-chair and frowned 

Like one from the old book of martyrs ; 
While lawyers played table the duck, 

With witnesses wary as partans, 
Who joined in the game of pot luck — 

Their tempers as cross as clan tartans. 

A cow had been lent out for hire. 

Her milk was to stand for her keeping, 
But crummie grew tired of her byre, 

Of munching cold turnips, and sleeping ; 
And so she got strangled past hope, 

But whether the rope the cow strangled, 
Or whether she strangled the rope. 

Was ever the point that was mangled. 
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I wished that the beam and the string 

Had hung up the lawyers together, 
Or ere it behoved them to swing 

My wits and their cow in one tether ; 
I strove to make sense of their trash, 

Took snufF 'tween my nodding and yawning, 
Till wink ! on black wings with a flash ! 

I soared like a lark at the dawning. 

The field it was green, and in hate 

Two lawyers poor crummie were haling 
With tugs to a broken-down gate, 

And rugs to a gash in the railing ; 
Till, whisk ! the pursuer went stot ! 

And prod I the defender fell screeching ! 
The one, with a tear in his coat, 

The other, a rent in his breeching. 

At length, with the cow and the kink 

To settle, I made avizandum. 
But fear, that with bullets of ink, 

My shots will be sadly at random ; — 
O ! tempers of men are like chaff 

Which breath of two lawyers sets prinkling ; 
When tossing a groat, with a laugh, 

Could end the dispute in a twinkling. 
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WINNING AND LOSING. 



Why ballad the glories of battle, 

And h3min the delights of the chase, 
Nor sing of the rush and the rattle — 

The gallop that goes with a case ? 
When advocates storm the defences. 

And horsey-tails bounce at the bar ; 
While peaceful pens, scoring expenses. 

Keep stroke with each cut and each scar. 

O I hush thee ! and hark to the story 

Of how, at the end of the day, 
All covered with ink, and with glory, 

The winner retires from the fray ! 
The loser must finish the inning, 

Ere off from the field he can draw ; — 
There's nought so delightful as winning, 

In all the delights of the law ! 
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And yet, one would think, as at dinner, 

Thejhero would pay for the treat ; 
But no ! for the foolish beginner 

Must pay for what caused his defeat ! 
His purse knows no picking or choosing, 

*Tis food for each ravenous maw ; — 
There's nought so disgusting as losing, 

In all the disgusts of the law I 

At chess, skittles, draughts, often gladly 

The game may be drawn with good grace ; 
But, save when the reel's fankled sadly, 

There's no such resort in a case. 
The Law's like the clock in Tron steeple. 

Whose weights gather weight as they run. 
And ever this joy of the people. 

Keeps ticking the cost of the fun. 
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WHEN GOLDEN CROCUS CROWNS THE 

GREEN. 

When golden crocus crowns the green, 

The primrose at the wood's edge blows, 
Tall daffodils in groups are seen 

Down where the river winding flows. 
Ye flow'rs that in the sunshine burn, 

Ye cannot move him with your cheer. 
Ye tell him but of spring's return, 

Ye say not that his love is near. 

When redbreasts sing upon the tree. 

And linnets warble in the wood. 
The blackbird whistles, full and free, 

Far in the deeper solitude ; 
At dawn the skylark climbs the sky, 

At eve the thrush flings forth his note ; 
From north to south the grey-clouds fly 

From north to south his longings float. 
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The speckled thrush will cease erelong, 

The blackbird hush his lay for joy ; 
Too full I too full of love for song, 

When nesting-times their cares employ ; 
The crocus and the primrose then 

Will fade before the summer flow'rs — 
His summer will be summer when 

His love returns to Scottish bow'rs. 
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ACCOMMODATION BILLS. 



Tis said, that in China, 

Grown men think it fine 
To fly kites and dragons 

With plenty of twine ; 
*Tis Briton's real earnest. 

This Chinaman's fun. 
For hear how kite-flying 

In Britain is done : — 

A, draws an acceptance 

** For value received," — 
Tis false, but no matter, 

'Twill soon be believed,— 
Gets B, to accept it, 

Confirming the lie, 
The kite then in circle 

Is ready to fly. 
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A. quickly discounts it 

For money with C, 
Who passes it onward 

To />., E„ F., G.t 
And everyone signs it, 

Nor thinks he has sinned, 
And so it goes flying 

And raising the wind. 

The string that sustains it, 

As upward it strays, 
Runs out, not by inches. 

But measured by days. 
And when these are ended, 

At once, turvey top ! 
Upon the last holder 

It falls with a drop. 

Meanwhile A,, who made it. 

Has lost the kite's price 
Through some speculation 

In rags, rum, or rice ; 
And shows empty pockets. 

With visage demure. 
When asked to retire it 

Grown old and mature. 
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Then, all who have signed it 

With anger are riven, 
To find that, " for value " 

No value was given ; 
But some one must pay it, 

In wrath or goodwill, — 
And that's the short tale of 

A kite, or Wind Bill. 
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NEW YEAR'S SONG FOR COUNSEL. 



CoMEy fling down the pencil and pen ! 

Up chin with the bow and the fiddle ! 
We'll dance reels of eight and of ten, 

With hornpipes and jigs up the middle. 
Oh ! who would be fighting in courts 

The weazands of cases to throttle, 
When client to client resorts, 

First-footing with bun and with bottle ? 

We'll deck out the Parliament Hall 

With misletoe bough and red berry. 
With garlands of briefs on the wall 

'Mong evergreen twigs making merry ; 
Red tape from the statues will swing. 

With festoons of wigs from each rafter, 
And all the long lobbies will ring 

With echoes of glorious laughter. 
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And then will be locked every door, 

And gowns o*er the windows hang pliant, 
While dancing in groups on the floor 

Go bench and bar, agent and client, 
Dundonnachie, facing Moncrieff, 

Will jig about flinging and flustered ; 
While Nevay, with hooch of relief. 

Will kiss as he cleeks Betsy Mustard. 

Our gowns will go fluttering when 

We waltz just like angels from Hades, 
The senior boys being men. 

The junior choppers the ladies ; 
Lord Advocate Balfour will dance 

With bearded Mackay for his lady, 
While merry Macdonald will prance 

With Dickson hid under his plaidie. 

Well start Highland flings and jig mills, 

We'll toe the sword dance round a razor, 
With Outer House Lords in quadrilles — 

M'Laren, Kinnear, Adam, Fraser ; 
And then, just to make the reels go. 

We'll add till the figures run plainer. 
Small alphabet Robertson's toe. 

Brand's heel and the sole of our Trayner. 

E 
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With swinging of skirts fro and to, 

Each judge like a bobbing umbrella, 
The red-robed divisions will do 

The fine country dance, Petronella ; 
The President chassez and bow, 

The Justice-Clerk courtesy and answer, 
And much-bewigged Shand, he will show 

Which Court can produce the best dancer. 

Each dullard, good dancing who scorns, 

Each book- worm, and all the quill-pullers 
Will blow up strathspeys on ink-horns, 

And finger out reels upon rulers. 
Then criers, and clerks, and poor tools 

For once will be useful utensils. 
And beat out the time on their stools 

And whistle up jigs upon pencils. 

Then shut up my wig in my box. 

And banish my gown and my papers. 
The New Year at every Court knocks, 

A truce to all vamping and vapours ! 
Here's luck to the client who knows 

What time to be gay as a feather ! 
Long life to the counsel who throws 

His gown and his cares off together ! 
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SCOTCH HEATHER. 



Bright purple bloom of Scotland's hills^ 
Garb of her mountains, glens, and rills. 
At sight of thee my bosom fills 

With memories proud 
Of tartans, thistles, snufT, meal-mills, 

And mist-wet cloud. 

Thy stem is like some fir-tree green 
With twinkling bells hung thick between ;. 
Pressed to the earth, thou low dost lean, 

But scorns to break. 
Up-springing quick as ne*er had been 

Foot on thy neck, 

Thou'rt like the man when Fortune's tread 
Falls fell and crushing on his head 
Who bows, but when the blow has sped 

With dauntless will 
He struggles up from sorrow's bed, 

A soldier still. 
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On storm-beat crags of dusky white 
Where brackens wave their fans of light, 
And rowans drop their berries bright 

The clefts between ; 
Thy breast of purple on the height 

Is richly seen. 

Home of the moor-cock, snipe, and deer, 

The gaudy pheasant crowing clear, 

The partridge brown, that schemes her fear 

With draggled wings ; 
And dappled grouse, when man draws near, 

That whirring springs. 

Oft have I climbed the steep hill's side 
*Mong hairsts of heather, deep and wide. 
When sweet dust flew at every stride 

Like spendthrift's money, 
And yellow bees could scarce abide 

The smell of honey. 

On thee has patriot Wallace trod, 
Who bled to break the tyrant's rod ; 
And oft the Covenant's banner broad 

Has swept thy bloom. 
Proclaiming at the pike's sharp shod 

Oppression's doom. 
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But why should thy small purple flower 

Be dyed with blood in peaceful hour, 

On moors, where men who creep and cower 

With guns resort, 
To pour on birds a leaden shower 

And call it sport ? 

When dogs and guns are laid to sleep, 
*Neath the cleft moon thy sweet bells weep 
To hear the plaintive d3ang peep 

From birds half killed, 
As, from soft breasts, sore wounded deep, 

Their life's distilled. 

No more the dusky legs will spring. 
No more will spread the speckled wing ; 
A bloody head does earthward hing 

No more to live — 
*Tis sport to some to take the thing 

They cannot give. 

Badge of true manhood and the brave. 

Long may thy purple glory wave 

0*er moor and hill, when red guns rave. 

And death's abroad ; 
To shield the weak thou can'st not save. 

Bright flower of God. 
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ON OATHS. 



There is a little thing 

Which magistrates administer, 
Said with the hand upraised, 

In their peculiar way ; 
The great Judicial oath, 

With smiling face or smister, 
Told like a parrot rhyme 

For witnesses to say. 

But surely it is plain, 

Amid the law's verbosity, 
That if a man would lie 

Or falsify his soul, 
*Tis not in swearing oaths, 

Or any such monstrosity. 
To bind him to the truth. 

Or keep his conscience whole. 
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*Tis not the oath he fears, — 

'T would take an act of surgery, 
To get into some heads 

Its weight and meaning due, — 
*Tis not the power of awe, 

But 'tis the dread of perjury, 
That tooths the legal vice 

And turns the legal screw. 

To ears both quick and slow, 

To willing tongues and stuttering. 
The judge supplies the words 

He recollects so well. 
While some rush on before. 

So glibly are they uttering 
The sacredest of things 

That sages fear to tell. 

And shepherds tell their flocks 

Of curses and profanity, 
Of wicked words in streets 

That wicked people say. 
While in a court they'd find 

A text for all humanity. 
Of how a Sacred name 

Is cheapened every day. 
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SUMMER IS COMING. 



The twinkling snowdrop, with her parted bell, 
Hath rung her farewell carol in the dell ; 
The saffron daffodils, on green stalk slim, 
Have danced in rings beside the river's brim ; 
By the wood's edge, 'mong mosses bronzed and wet. 
Hath bloom'd and died the sweet wild violet : 
The crocus burned his golden lamp and fled. 
As o'er green lawns the snowy daisies spread. 
And now the yellow primrose, from deep bowers. 
Blows a faint challenge to the summer flowers. 
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THE GAME LAWS. 



The goldfinch, bullfinch, merle, and thrush. 

The chaffinch, lark, and linnet, 
With sweeter airs fill hedge and bush 

Than flow from flute or spinet ; 
And why should these unsheltered be. 

When birds of bigger inches 
Are shielded by the law's decree 

When flying, just like finches ? 

The blackcock, snipe, and speckled grouse, 

The duck and long-tailed pheasant, 
The partridge in his spotted blouse, 

The ptarmigan so pleasant. 
Go by the name of birds of game, 

Which means, that at their leisure 
They're left to breed, that they may bleed 

When suits his lordship's pleasure. 
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For he who shoots, because he must, 

When beef and bread have risen, 
And wife and children lack a crust, 

Will find himself in prison ; 
While he who shoots because he may, 

With dogs and gillies sporting. 
Still finds himself from day to day 

With lords and squires consorting. 

But measured by some wider laws, 

There*s no man will deny it, 
Who at a bird his trigger draws 

Upon his pan to fry it. 
Is better than the wretch who sits 

Behind a beater's mud-shed, 
To blow a cloud of wings to bits 

And glory in the bloodshed. 

There's murder in yon dusky wood ! 

There's slaughter on the heather ! 
When keepers, out in angry mood. 

And poachers rush together. 
The game laws ! the game laws I 

They make a kind heart callous, 
And bring leal men, from hill and glen. 

To feed our jails and gallows. 
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THE SCRIBE'S HOLIDAY. 



When drooping cords of tasselled gold 

The low laburnum spreads, 
And snowy hawthorn's bending bough 

With fragrant lilac weds, 
In rustic coat, with switching cane, 

Down lanes of leafy twigs, 
I seek for wisdom more than dwells 

In hills of horse-hair wigs. 

Then, woodlands wave their leafy locks, 

The grassy fields are green, 
And snowball clouds from palest blue. 

Roll shadows o'er the scene ; 
And when a grey-edged curtain shakes 

Its pearls o'er lakes and brooks, 
I learn a lesson from the skies 

That is not writ in books. 
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When high the rainbow's humid arch 

Illumes the fading cloud, 
And swift the skylark's pulsing wings 

Mount up with pipings loud, 
The songster fills my dusty soul 

Full of such sweet reports, 
They burst the stony walls from rooms, 

The gilded roofs from courts. 
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THE DYVOUR'S DRESS. 



Though our Bankruptcy Court 

Is so high and serene, 
It has sometimes been called 

A white-washing machine ; 
Where a debtor goes in 

With his debts on his back, 
And comes out a white sheep 

All discharged of his pack. 

Now in matters of law. 

It is matter of fact, 
That there's nothing so trite 

As an old Scottish Act ; 
And an old Scottish Act 

Has enacted and said — 
That a man should be marked 

While his debts are unpaid. 
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Oh ! the magpie is black, 

And the magpie is white, 
And that's how we know 

Little magpies by sight ; 
And the old Dyvour's Dress 

Marked as plainly the fellow, 
For his one leg was black 

And the other was yellow. 

Nor was that the whole garb. 

For his hat, coat, and vest 
All were made of like stuff. 

And like hue as the rest ; 
But that worthy old Act 

By an act was repealed, 
And with whitewash and brass 

The old garb lies concealed. 

But at times, lawyers think, 

As they walk down the street. 
Of some fine wealthy men, 

Whom they happen to meet : 
" Oh ! go pay your old debts. 

You're a poor Dyvour fellow — 
For your one leg is black. 

And the other still yellow." 
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STORNOWAY BAY. 



The sunset hath fled, 

With its saffron and crimson, 
And clouds of dark purple 

Shut out the last ray ; 
The moon from her bed, 

Hath arisen o'er the mountains, 
To dance on the waters 

Of Stomoway Bay. 

Swept swifty along, 

Glides the bark of the fisher, 
And dark spreads his canvas 

Across the moon's way. 
While faintly in song 

Comes the voice of his sweetheart. 
Borne out from the headland 

Of Stornoway Bay. 
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Red-fringed are the shrouds 

That encurtain the sunset, 
And, golden the banners 

That herald the day ; 
But fairer than clouds, 

And to Ronald, thrice dearer. 
Is witching young Bessie 

Of Stomoway Bay. 

Her brow is as fair 

As the breast of the seagull. 
Her cheeks are as lovely 

As roses in May, 
Dark, dark is her hair 

As the skirt of the tempest — 
The pride and the darling 

Of Stomoway Bay. 
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WHEN FIRST MY WIG WAS NEW. 



When first my horse-hair wig 

Looked out upon the world, 
'Twas small, and white, and trig, 

And curled, and curled, and curled, 
With small curls on the crown, 

With side curls growing bolder. 
While tail curls two hung down, 

And danced upon my shoulder. 

In Court, when I stood up, 

I trow but I was saucy. 
As proud as any pup. 

As pleased as any lassie ; 
I marked my sleeve's wide ring. 

My gown's deep-flowing vesture, 
And thought how fine they'd swing. 

With every coming gesture. 

F 
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I opened out my case 

In half a recitation, 
And then, I lost my place, 

O'er some small variation ; 
While racked with mental wrench — 

** What is the point you're making ?" 
Came sneering from the Bench, 

And set my knees a-quaking. 

I strove to find my thread — 

'Twas like a thread of spider, 
Up-fankled in my head — 

And still the breach grew wider. 
A pot-lid seemed my wig ! 

My gown, a steaming blanket ;— 
I danced a humble jig 

Ere from that bar I shankit ! 

But now my wig is brown. 

My gown is all in tatters, 
And when my thread has flown, 

I never heed who chatters ; 
But thrash out word on word, 

Like sportsman in the heather ; 
For if you lose one bird. 

Good whacks will start another. 
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THE SCOTTISH BLACKBIRD. 

Withdrawn a furlong from the seas white marge 
Stands Rosneath's avenue of centuried yews ; 

An old-world street, roofed o'er with branches large. 
Home of the squirrel, glossed with tearful dews. 

Betwixt red sundown and the blue of night, 
At gloaming's tender hour, with footstep slow 

I sought this path, to mark the fading light, 
And feel in thought the day's sweet afterglow. 

'Twas in this grove I heard the blackbird sing — 
Prophetic were his raptures, loud his lay ; 

Whistling of summer in the steps of spring, 
Singing of sunshine at the close of day. 

In full, flute tones from upraised rippling-thrbat. 
The coal-black singer of the crocus bill, 

Across Clyde's listening Gareloch flung his note, 
That woke the slumbering echoes of each hill. 



I 
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From budding elms outflanked in double line 
Small birds rang chorus through the green domain, 

Till in rich voice, with modulation fine, 
The wizard's solo drowned the choir again. 

And at each pause, my waiting, beating heart 
Told o'er his notes in echoed rhythmic throng, 

Thrilled with the singer's masterhood of art — 
As eloquent in pauses as in song. 

At sleep's still hour, when shook the evening star, 
I heard him, hastened by the moon's soft ray, 

Calling farewell, to brother's known afar. 
As to the woods he winged his rapid way. 

For song's repose, how fitting is this place ! 

When vesper singers to their nests have flown. 
Where mournful yews their plumage interlace. 

And meditation treads the path alone. 
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THE SUMMER VACATION. 



Hurrah ! for the Session is done, 

The battle of cases is over, 
The holiday season's begun, 

The advocate now is a rover ; 
Oh ! pity the Lord on the Bills, 

In town in this glorious weather, 
While we to the lochs and the hills 

Go off to green fern and red heather. 

We scatter like boys full of jokes 

As out of the school they go roaming, 
Too soon to return, full of croaks. 

Like crows in the trees at the gloaming ; 
But he who would name the word " case," 

On holiday tour or procession, 
A palm on the nose of his face 

Should rub out the foolish expression. 
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Tweed coated, 'neath whispering trees, 

With fishing-rod, airy and pliant, 
Far drawn from refreshers and fees, 

Deep hid from clerk, W. S. , or client, 
I'll think of yon tenantless courts, 

With doors, some to Heav'n, some to Hades, 
Where never a footstep resorts. 

Except of the tourists or ladies. 

No longer with reading of prints 

Our brains will go round in our cranium s, 
Or tugging of gowns and broad hints 

Will make us as hot as geraniums ; 
Dropt down in some deep Highland glen. 

With idleness for occupation. 
At rest and at peace with all men, 

1*11 dream out my summer vacation. 
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BURN FISHING. 



Go bring to me my rod and reel, 

That I may thrash the running water, 
What though I catchna trout or eel ! 

Creel toom or fu* it doesna matter ! 
I'll pass the day wi* loup and splatter 

Frae stane to stane, the linns among, 
And think, how different is the chatter 

Of brattling stream to lawyer's tongue. 

Beneath the hazels blinks the bum, 

A sparkling path of brown disorder, 
Through mossy stanes and dripping fern. 

Banked in wi' heather's purple border ; 
Where, tacket shod, the careless forder, 

Forth splashes wi' his dangling gut. 
Without a fear of Court recorder. 

To note his seeming want o' wut. 
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When, whisking through the leafy trees, 

I cast my flies of grey and yellow, 
On mirror pools, whereon the breeze 

Writes dimpling smiles of ridge and hollow ; 
1*11 think whiles on the logic mellow. 

With which we try the Judge to catch. 
When, if ae cast should miss the fellow. 

Another throw may be his match. 

My reel, my rod of ash feet ten, 

My basket, casts, and book of hooks. 
Awhile thou'lt be my supple pen, 

And thou shalt be my book of books : 
I'll watch but how the burnie jouks 

Where troutlets leap and Unties sing, 
And e*en forget my legal looks 

In whipping water wi* a string. 

Let hunters charge the five-barred gate. 

Let racers bet away their treasure. 
Let sportsmen pour their blast of hate. 

And tramps, tramp out their month of leisure. 
There's nothing gives such gentle pleasure, 

To lawyer, tinker, churl, or duke. 
As paidlin', daidlin' in a measure. 

About a burnie wi' a hook. 



-^ ^ 
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ROBIN, O. 

A VAUNTIE lad, a cantie lad, 

A cheery lad was Robin, O, 
As frae the mill and ower the hill 

He rode his grey nag Dobbin, O. 
He tilled upon the window pane, 

And whustled for his dearie, O, 
Till wi' a start her thumping heart 

Gart twa bricht een turn bleerie, O. 

Beside a rosy blinkin' fire, 

"Whan oot ga*ed Jenny's mither, O, 
He fand ae chair could baud the pair, 

And keep them cosh thegether, O. 
But whether 'twas on neeps and rye, 

Or simmer snaws they crackit, O, 
The tither squeak on Jenny's cheek 

Aye kept them closer at it, O. 
G 
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But sune the young mane's hunting horo 

Blew ** Hie thee hame " to Robin, O, 
And sjrne frae Jenny he was torn 

He laid his whup on Dobbin, O. 
And as he climbed the heathery brae 

He wave4 his miller's bonnet, O, 
For she had named the bridal day. 

And gi'en her hand upon it, O. 




105 



THE BRIEFLESS ADVOCATE. 

Tune-^" John Grumlie." 

Cold weather in, cold weather out. 

Our wig and gown we wear, 
And tread the best shoe leather out 

On oak planks smooth and bare» 
Discussing knotty cases, yet 

We never get a fee — 
Oh I this is not of places yet 

The happiest place for me I 

I do declare, it is not fair I 
And somebody's to blame. 

That such fine men of speech and pen 
Should be unknown to fame I 

Why should some favoured flighty men 

Be quite run off their feet, 
And scarce a dozen mighty men 

Reap all the golden wheat. 
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While we, slack-vested, hungry ones, 
With necks like the giraffe, 

From gay boys turn to angry ones. 
With famishing on chaff ? 

I do declare, &c. 

When circuiting the judges go, 

Like comets o*er the plain, 
There's not a thing one grudges so 

As twinkling in their train ; 
Defending rogues and paupers, all 

Without a word to say. 
Thieves, poachers, and clod-hoppers, all 

Without a dime to pay ! 

I do declare, &c. 

Oh I we were fresh and rosy boys, 

When first we inked a quill ; 
We're turning pale and prosy boys 

Upon the legal mill. 
A little book reviewing now. 

With here and there a pun. 
Is all the good we're doing now. 

As better men have done ! 

I do declare, &c. 



"S 
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MOONRISE. 

Sweet huntress of the balmy summer skies ! 
I saw the moon from the hill's edge up-rise, 
Flushing the bending cloud with amber ray, 
As to the azure fields she took her way, 
Dimming the stars that winked upon the sight. 
Quenching the sunset with superior light, 
Until she rode high in the heavenly blue, 
Bedraped with radiant veils of pearly hue. 

Soon, full upon the dusky under-world 
The banner of her glory was unfurled ; 
Dark rose the hills, and from each wooded shad^ 
A murmur of bowed crests obeisance made ; 
Church, cot, and castle shone in pure array, 
Compassed with calm, and freed from fretful day ; 
Lakes were her mirrors, cascades in the copse 
Rained down her image in ten thousand drops ; 
Leaf-hidden streams flashed forth a thread of light. 
And beaching waves turned o*er their silver bright. 
While billows heaving, with a deep emotion. 
Worshipped in yearning wonder from the ocean. 
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Go I mark the hour, for calm reflection given. 
When this dark ball becomes an orb of heaven. 
In circuit rolled, up-lit with silvery dew, 
One among millions curving through the blue, 
From off whose rind man looks, and seems to hear 
The rush of worlds, rose-red, and diamond clear. 
And, clinging to his refuge trembling, feels 
A midge on one of nature's small cog wheels. 

To-day for toil, to-night for sweet repose, 
And so the mind of man a-wheeling goes. 
By day a thing of sunshine, plans, and pelf. 
By night the wonder of its little self; 
With quenchless taper furnished, burning thin, 
That lights the silent universe within ; 
Where crystalled o*er with gems, or seamed with lead, 
A palace or a prison is his head. 

But what avails a cave with jasper lining, 
If to the inward eye alone *tis shining ? 
He were a miser of the deepest dye 
Who keeps his wealth but for his mental eye. 
Nor ever knows the greatest charm of living, 
The joy of joys, to gather joy by giving. 
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THE POOR CROFTER. 

A WEE man in a wee thack hoose, 
A wee fond wifie, douce and croose, 
A wee bit land, pairt broom and heather, 
Pairt rushes, soaking in wat weather, 
Wi' ne*er a dyke tae bound his ain, 
But here and there a ruckle stane. 

He delved and drained the marshes dry. 
He sawed and mawed his neeps and rye. 
And put a c^ke round hill and heather 
To keep his sheep and kye thegither ; 
Syne, bam and byre and sma' sheep pen 
He built close by the wee hoose en*. 

As years rowed past, in toiling spent, 
Up gaed the wee man's annual rent, 
As aft as e'er the hungry laird 
Cam' keekin' at his trig kail yaird, 
Wha thocht it was richt bien and nice, 
To see his land sae rise in price. 
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Ae day the wee man deed, and then 
The laird cam' round the wee hoose en*, 
And telt the widow she maun flit 
For lack o' strength and farming wit, 
As he had let, on safe lang lease. 
The sma' croft at a guid increase. 

And, helpit by the law's queer mixtures 

He claimed, as heritable fixtures, 

And got aff hand, free of expenses, 

Bam, byre, and pen, dykes, yetts, and fences. 

The guid o' a' the poor man's tilling 

Without the changing of a shilling. 
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TO THE REDBREAST. 

Whan gathering birds wi' flutterin' wings 
Sweep round the skies in widening rings, 
Red Robin on the hoose ridge sings 

Sad and alane, 
Richt tenderly the news he brings 

That simmer's gane. 

Whan a* the lilting tribe hae fled 
I ken* thee by thy breist o' red, 
Thy olive wings, thy sleekit head, 

Thy brave black ee — 
Sma' tenant o* my garden shed. 

Thou sits rent free. 

Now gusty autumn bangs the tree, 
Dirlin' the gowden leaves roun' thee. 
Thy slender note, sae thin an' dree. 

Thou warblest oot. 
That thou frae every care art free 

I sairly doot. 
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A waefu heart beats in thy sang, 

Thou fears thy life's thread may gae wrang, 

That winter's tether may prove lang 

And work thee woe ; 
That cruel frost wi' bitter stang 

May lay thee low. 

Weel kens thy vaunty rosy breist 

That shiverin' stonns frae north and east, 

Frost, snaw, an' skelpin' hail, at least 

Are a' in store ; 
And where thou'lt find thy little feast, 

Thou dost deplore. 

Whan drizzlin' snaws fa' thick an' deep 
At doors an' windows thou maun peep ; 
Thou kens that nane frae thee wad keep 

Thy crumb o' bread, — 
What bairn is there that wadna weep 

Tae see thee dead ? 

But thou maun mind amang it a'. 
The hand that spreads the glistenin' snaw 
Guides the red orb, that like a ba' 
Glints ower the lea ; 
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And He that marks the sparrow's fa* 
Will care for thee. 

Whan budding spring comes circling round, 
High on the hedge thou*lt yet be found. 
Watching the gardener delve the ground 

Thou'lt chirp wi' glee, 
And find thy worm in every mound 

Wi* twinklin* ee. 

And then, nae mair wi' care opprest, 
By the bum-side thou'lt trim thy nest, 
And wi' thy mate in flichterin' rest 

A brood thou'lt rear, 
And show them how to fly their best 

The coming year. 

Mournfully tender do ye whustle 
Whan autumn leaves around ye rustle, 
But, sprightly gay, wi' cheerie bustle 

Thou'lt greet the spring, 
Triumphant ower the winter's tussle 

The first to sing ! 
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PRIMOGENITURK 

Suppose a lawyer could advise 

What station to be born in, 
And how to have the best supplies 
Life's cornucopia horn in : 
Then he would say to every one 
Be bom a landlord's eldest son. 

It matters little should he be 

A useless linkum-doodle, 
A vassal of the Crown is he, 
By glorious system feudal ; 
Soon as his will-less father dies, 
Who owns the whole 'tween earth and skies. 

His are the mansions, castles, mills. 

His each ancestral acre. 
Of lochs, streams, pasture, woods, and hills, 
He is the sole partaker ; 
Game, birds, and beasts, all crops of earthy 
Are his and his alone by birth. 
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Though sisters fair may have been bom, 

Each sweeter than the other, 
The law r^ards such things with scorn, 
Beside a younger brother : 
For though ten women stand between. 
An infant boy can vault them clean. 

While other children get the dregs 

Of moveables and money. 
He grabs the goose that lays the eggs. 
The bees that give the honey : 
Tacks, feus, and rents yield to his charms, 
The title, and the family arms. 

But should the moveables be more 

Than his small landed ration. 
He flings his earth into the store. 
And then demands collation I — 
Which means, that of the mingled whole 
He shall receive an equal dole. 

When feudal laws were made, some say. 

It was the landlord's duty 
To lead out yeomen, free of pay. 
To fight for throne and beauty. 

But now, we're told by many writers. 
The tenants have to pay the fighters. 
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So, for some reason long since dead, 

Save to a few law choppers, 
The laird's young sons may go to bed. 
And rise, their brother's paupers ; — 
Thus ripe, and waiting almost any cure, 
Stands the great wrong of Primogenituret 
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ENTAIL. 

Men talk of the high price of land, 
Their burdens of feus, rents, and taxes. 

Swear oaths with a blow of their hand 
To hew down the land laws with axes ; 

And wish they could flail with the end of a rail 

The man who invented the Law of Entail. 

Entail, let me say, is a deed 
Drawn up by the lord in possession. 

Where inked on sheep skin he may read 
Of heirs, and long lines of succession, 

That so he may know how his acres will go 

Some half-dozen centuries after, or so. 

But what's more important to tell. 
This land passes down under fetters. 

And no one who heirs it can sell 
Or gift it away to his betters ; 

For if, by mistake, he one fetter should break 

He's turned out at once for the next heir to take. 
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And so he may gamble and bet. 

Take credit from grocer and tailor, 
And though he be sued for a debt 

His person is safe from the jailor; 
While not a rough hand can be laid on his land 
Fenced round in a way which men can't understand. 

While such is the strictest entail, 

In some the possessor may borrow, 
Which every man does without fail, 

And burdens the soil with fresh sorrow : 
To meet what is spent each one tries to invent 
Some new kind of method of raising the rent. 

With certain consents, it is true, 

The laud may be turned into treasure, 
And while the possessor may view 

This prospect with rapture and pleasure. 
The heir says ** What greed ! — I consent ? — No, indeed ! 
I hope to the whole very soon to succeed." 

And so to the hurt of the land, 

To fishers, and cottars, and tillers. 
The rents and the taxes expand. 

And choke off the farmers and millers ; 
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While tenants are racked, smoke-dties are packed, 
And children in stairs screwing skyward are stacked. 

Now, why should the dead, at this date, 

Who drew up some words upon paper, 
Close fetter the land, and dictate 

The heir, from their mansions of vapour ; 
While each one who owns the red earth and the stones 
Has just as much right as his ancestors' bones ? 

Here's health to the statesman who tries 
By knitting warm hands, Whig and Tory, 

To pass a short Act ere he dies, 
Declaring, 'mid salvos of glory. 

By Royal decree, from the hills to the sea, 

The land from entails shall for ever be free 1 
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FAREWELL TO ABERFOYLE. 

Farewell I to the land of the bracken and heather. 
To green Aberfoyle, and the pass of the north, 

Where Duchray and Avendhu, plashing together, 
Yield up their sweet names to the clear winding Forth. 

Farewell I to Loch Ard, with its narrows and islands, 
Its double-voiced echo, so mockingly true, 

Where, shouldered with ermine, the king of these High- 
lands, 
The mighty Ben Lomond fills in the far view. 

Farewell ! Lake Menteith, with its old castle warden. 
And Inchmahome's arches, grey, ruined, and grand, 

Where gold lilies bloom in a lone island garden, 
'Mong boxwood trees, trained by an infant queen's hand. 

Farewell ! to Craigmore, his bare forehead erecting 
O'er hills, streams, lochs, islands, and bens, a full score, 

Where Achray and KLatrine lie sweetly reflecting 
Bens Vane, Ledy, A'an, Venue, Voirlich, and More. 
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Farewell I to the Clachan, wild centre of beauty, 
Where linnets, and mavises, cheer the long day ; — 

For I must return to my desk and my duty, 
To bells of St Mungo, and streets granite-grey. 
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THE CROFTER'S PET LAMB. 

There was a small crofter, whose own little lass 
Brought home a white lamb from the heather and grass. 
And out every morning — in storm or in calm — 
To crop the blue-bells frisked the curly pet lamb. 

A loon from America leased hill and glade, 
And four hundred miles of a deer-forest made ; 
He said the small bleater spoiled venison ham, 
And vowed they must tie up the merry pet lamb. 

But still the four trotters, as gay as before, 
Came out every mom from the bold Soutar's door, 
And all the loon's keepers, his bluster and bam. 
Were powerless to frighten the spunkie pet lamb. 

The loon to the Sheriff then brought a law case ; 
He said the wee beast was a pest to the place. 
And fee*d a big advocate, called Comrie Tam, 
To tilt with his wig at the fearless pet lamb. 
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" No 1 no ! " said the Sheriff, " with no ill intent 
The lamb from the Soutar's door ever was sent ; 
The law has regard to a cow, horse, or ram, 
But never was meant for a bonnie pet lamb." 

The loon now goes out with a gun in his hand. 
And pours fiery death at the deer on his land ; 
The sound of his shots gives the Soutar no quam, 
A shake of her tail gives the saucy pet lamb. 

And each time he passes the bold Soutar's door 
He lets out his wrath with a terrible roar, 
And takes to his heels, or falls down in a dwam, 
When'er his eye lights on the famous pet lamb. 
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IDLENESS. 

Sweet after labour are the hours of ease, 
When idly l]ring 'neath g^een tented trees. 
Light shadow-fingers tip the nose, and trace 
Leaf chequers o'er a much-contented face. 

Bathed deep in purple heather, here lie I, 
With sun-browned features smiling to the sky. 
Save where the rim of a cool hat of straw 
Athwart my nose its crescent curve doth draw. 
Nought see I, save the blue-grey pirouette 
That circles skyward from my cigarette ; 
Nought hear I, save the sipping and the sopping 
Of water beads in chorus jointly dropping ; 
Nought know I of a world of rush and riot, 
Save that it makes more still this hour of quiet ; 
Nought care I, wish I, feel I, dream, or think. 
Save that ten miles divide my brains from ink. 

Six inches from my boots, *neath ferny bank. 
Brown ripples chatter past with skip and prank. 
Within their depths I know that there are fish 
I ought to catch, but somehow I've no wish 
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To fish ; moreover, have no rod, and all my hooks 
Are folded by in quite forgotten books. 
Hooks in the running brooks I fain would throw, 
But having none, with pebbles soothe my woe ; 
And stead of fish switch up a moral fine 
That equally may dangle in a line. — 
These water rings in circles spreading wide 
Are the world's praises rippling o'er life's tide ; 
But now all trace has vanished from the spot I 
Alas ! how soon a sunken man's forgot I 

Ye ladies fair in trains of silken wavements, 
Ye gentlemen who tread on scalding pavements, 
Ye pencil knights and squireens of the pen 
Who notch the brains and limn the ways of men — 
All ye, my friends, in fair Edina's City, 
I send you sigh on sigh of generous pity. 
And stretching forth an idle mental hand 
Across this bank, this bum, this flowery land — 
I wish you all like rest in beds of heather, 
Like friends, like thoughts, like skies, like sunny weather. 
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THE FREEDOM OF THE HILLS. 

There's gloom upon yon mountain's brow, 

And darkness in yon glen ; 
No more the white fall sparkles now 

In yonder hazely den. 
Hushed are the tuneful groves, the sun 

Beams not on babbling rills, 
Strong hands are taking one by one 

The freedom of the hills ! 

Oh ! what is Scotland's greatest pride ? 

Is it her streams and fountains, 
Lochs, isles, and dark woods spreading wide ? 

Nay 1 'tis her glorious mountains I > 

Where granite g^ey and shingly sheen 

Fling back the sun together 
'Mong yellow whins and brackens green, 

Or fragrant purple heather. 

Shall men give up their free resort. 
That squires with gun and cartridge 
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May have their brief and bloody sport 
'Mong pheasant, grouse, and partridge ? 

That deer who seek the lonely place. 
To which their trust has drawn them, 

May never see a human face 
Till murder bursts upon them ? 

What climbing Scot could tamely see 

Upon a mountain's border, 
"This hill path shall alone be free 

To sporting lords. By order." — 
As well lay toll upon men's eyes. 

Arrest the clouds* swift motion, 
Trap the free air, divide the skies, 

Or parcel out the ocean. 

Ye gentle folks who walk in silk. 

And dream of feudal vassals, 
You're welcome to your hands of milk, 

Your gardens, parks, and castles ; 
But do not try to filch away 

The free paths of the people. 
Or ye may hear some sunny day 

Th' alarum bell in the steeple. 
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*Tis ever from the darkest cloud, 

Brooding in mourning deep, 
That crackling thunder volleys loud, 

And jagged lightning's leap ; 
And from the gloom o'er wood and lake, 

A warning murmur thrills, — 
Woe to the hand that tries to take 

The freedom of the hills ! 
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ACANTHUS AND AMANTHUS. 

A BURSTING bud upon a wilding thorn, 

A cloud that cools the crimson brow of mom, 

A silver hoop, cutting the pale blue sky, 

A speckled lark, brown bee, red butterfly, 

All these might gambol through a lover's ditty, 

But would not move a maiden, — more's the pity I 

Ah ! sirs, the world's grown older since Acanthus 
Blew pipe, led sheep, and sighed with fair Amanthus, 
When, loosely robed and ribbon crooked, strayed she, 
And hatless, shoeless, stockingless went he, 
Their only care, to sing each other's praises, 
And find their sheep sweet blades and milky daisies. 
The coinage of this age of common-sense 
Is not clouds, moons, buds, larks, but copper pence ; 
For in its mart a golden guinea buys 
A boll of bees, a peck of butterflies. 
Now, fair Amanthus walks in high-heeled shoes, 
Loves not the evening airs or morning dews. 
But, when the stars are out, delights to swing 
The giddy circle to the jerking string : 
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While gay Acanthus, in the sunny street 
Fingers a cane, and points his dapper feet, 
A judge of theatres, wines, horses, faces, 
Be-tailored from his necktie to his laces. 

But has the world grown wiser since the days 
When to be artless was a maid's best praise ? 
The shepherdess is now a ball-room dancer, — 
Choose which you will, and then you have your answer. 
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A COLLISION AT SEA. 

The Welsh brig Susan Sly one day 

Was tacking out from Dover, 
When, cruising right upon her way, 

She spied the s,s. Rover. 
And strange to tell, like butting cows. 

As though some power had bid it. 
They tucked into each other's bows. 

And this is how they did it. 

The brig, upon the larboard tack, 

Was chopping brine like thunder, 
And Rover made a screwnail track, 

To pass her stem close under. 
The brig grew timid, luffed a bit. 

Then on again went thrashing ; 
The steamer ported in a fit, 

And figure-heads met crashing. 

Then, in the Admiralty court. 
They sought the law's resources, 
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And with worse actions, tried in port 
To mend their sad sea courses ; 

While genial, jovial Justice Butt, 
Exclaimed at the fir^t hearing, 
" Another gordian knot to cut. 
Of bad luck and bad steering." 

He seemed to see the whole affair 

As in a mermaid's mirror, 
And gave his judgment then and there. 

That both ships were in error ; 
Which meant that each their suit had lost, 

And bit were both the biters, 
While all the damage and law cost 

Fell on the Underwriters. 

And now, such humbling scenes to save, 

What think you of this notion ? 
That ships should not each other shave 

Like barbers, in mid-ocean. 
For what is wrong can't be made right 

By heaping oaths on curses ; 
Though 'tis an easy thing to fight 

With other people's purses. 
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WATER REVERIES. 

'Neath bearded clifis, firm footed in the sea, 
I tack my little boat from wind to lea. 
With upward glance, I mark above my head 
The rowan branch, so clusterously red, 
Hanging firom shattered rock ; and crowding higher. 
Thin veils of ferns do fan the summer's fire 
With feathery arms of fading amber yellow, 
That wave a welcome to a lazy fellow. 
Now seagulls, white of breast, with angry voices, 
Call downward piping words and wicked noises. 
Complaining loud of strange sails near their caves^ 
These dripping halls wherein small em'rald waves, 
With echoes of innumerable shocks. 
Make opal strands and agate-polished rocks. 

In gusts of fragrance o'er the lapping sea 
My boat glides onward with my dog and me. 
White sails spread warmly in the golden sun 
Do catch the maiden breezes as they run. 
And in soft sheets of perfume bind them fast 
Like doves of Venus harnessed to my mast. 
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I doze ! I nod ! and seem to hear the touts 
Of Neptune's horns in subterraqueous routs, 
And see the water steeds, the rainbow reels 
Of spray out-scattered from his chariot wheels. 
But stay I I must not sleep, or, fast as winking. 
My boat and I to sand beds will be sinking 1 

No ! IVe no wish to visit mermaid's caverns, 
Or quaff sea beakers in Neptunian taverns, 
Or tread the green-lit bowers where with caresses 
Nymphs captive lead Jack Tars in seaweed tresses. 
Where from pink horns and pearly tinted bells 
Small fin-tailed boys make music out of shells. 
Oh, no ! I'd rather feel the rocking motion 
That all pervades the surface of this ocean. 
With good ash planks and eke a bolt or twain 
To separate me from the soaking main ; 
I'd rather see soft gold glide o'er yon hill 
When sunshine from the broken cloud doth spill ; 
I'd rather mark in rosy robes and wefts 
The drapes of eve flow down yon mountain's clefts ; 
I'd rather watch the growing blue of heav*n 
When slow in twain some silver cloud is riven — 
Indeed, I much prefer these scenes delightful 
To water- world's of dreams and fancies frightful. 
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SONNET. THIS MORN A ROBIN. 

This mom a rose-red robin in the ash 
Trilled forth his light artillery of song, 
And on the garden wall I saw ere long 

The little minstrel strut, with martial dash, 

Pert feet, and grounded wing as though the lash 
Of wintry drifts whirling in wind- white throng, 
Had left him only doubly drilled, and strong, 

With olive strokes, the grumbling winds to thrash. 

Crocus and crowfoot leading in the spring, 

Had matched the gardens and the fields together. 

Rent clouds in blue spreading a wind-blown ring 
Trailed on the sun, tangled in fleecy tether ; 

But not of these did lusty Robin sing — 
Of vanquished snows he carolled, and hard weather. 
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SONNET. F. L. 

A UNIVERSE was in that soul alone, 
And it became a rose-star on its way, 

Seen in the body's night on skyey throne — 
Now clear, now clouded, waiting for the day, 
With a bright flash and tender bursting spray 

For every good in man or nature's zone j 
Red, red with love, whose rich consuming ray, 

Through the 'lumed texture of his young life shone. 

I feel the pressure still of his parched hand. 
As with faint smile and dark eyes glowing bright, 

I saw him in the parted doorway stand 
To bid me farewell on that last sad night — 

A last farewell ere from this life's low strand, 
His soul's star melted back into the light. 
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THE POOR LITIGANT^ 



Tim Diamond was as brave a lad 

As any fighting varlet 
Who serves a gun in navy blue, 

Or draws a sword in scarlet ; 
From mom to eve, with naked breast,. 

Before a furnace broiling, 
He risked his life that wife and child 

Might live by his hard toiling. 

One morning Tim was killed outright 

With blazing white-hot metal ; 
But by whose fault, or who to blame, 

No one could rightly settle ; 
Some said 'was Tim's own fault, and some 

Declared they oft had wondered 
How, working in the face of death, 

Tim never once had blundered. 
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His widow sought the master's door, 

-Who, lest false hopes should buoy her, 
Said he was quite indifferent now 

To risks of an employer ; 
From law he had no more to fear 

Than had his cane or jack-boot. 
For he was safe insured against 

The very words of Statute. 

But still he felt for her, he said, 

In this affair distressing, 
Five pounds he*d give as charity. 

To meet her wants so pressing ; 
But in return he would require, 

As blessing for the giver, 1 

A written, stamped discharge in full 

Of all claims whatsoever. 

■** Five pounds for poor Tim's life I Oh, sir I 

*Twas you indeed that made him 
Face the white blast of death that in 

An early grave has laid him. 
He died to fill your purse — oh ! look 

Upon his children's faces 1 " 
"** I am insured," was the reply, 

•* Against such very cases." 
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She found an agent for the poor, 

Who brought her case to trial ; 
Vain was his statement of the facts 

When met with flat denial. 
Her witnesses hung back, for each 

Was in the old employment, 
While men of skill were fee'd to swear 

Tim's task was pure enjoyment. 

Out-proved on every point, her suit 

Was lost beyond redemption. 
Contributory fault itself 

Was held complete exemption ; 
And helpless, hopless, mystified 

With law courts and law choppers. 
She told the babes about her knee 

That they and she were paupers. 

And yet it does seem hard that men 

At dangerous occupation. 
Who fail to work like wheel and crank. 

Should loose all compensation ; 
And when the meagre wage is weighed, 

*Tis surely past endurance 
That all the master's risk should be 

A Premium of Insurance ! 
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A CAGED THRUSH. 

Sweet singer ! on thy wicker stage, 
What gust of evil turned the page 
That placed thee at thy early age 

In smoke-roofed city, 
To press thy breast against a cage, 

And pipe thy ditty ? 

Thy head upraised, and eye of scorn, 

Tell me in green woods thou wast bom ; 

Perchance, it was a flowering thorn I 

Did thee decoy. 
Where, on a limed twig, thou wast shorn 

Of half life's joy. 

Thy breast hath skimmed the morning air, 
And brushed the dew- wet gowan fair ; 
Thy wings have flashed, a dusky pair. 

O'er fields and woods, — 
A captive now, in lone despair 

Thou, weary, broods. 
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But oft as thou thy fancy flings 

O'er flickering leaves and gushing springs, 

Instant, a pictured landscape rings 

In music strong : — 
The hand of man can bind thy wings, 

But not thy song. 

Were I to ope* thy prison door, 

To woods instinctive thou wouldst soar, 

Where native streams their waters pour 

In crystal jet, 
And leave a city's crowd and roar 

With small regret. 

Beside some foaming tumbling linn, 
Thou'dst find thy speckled kith and kin. 
And soon a birdie bride wouldst win 

'Mong leaf-green mazes. 
And mom and eve would hear the din 

Of love's sweet praises. 

But still thou keep'st untamed and strong 
A heart that beats above thy wrong, 
For flouting sorrow with a song 

Thou swells thy throat. 
And throbs of liberty prolong 

Each rapturous note. 
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Such is the man in city moil, 

At desk or forge condemned to toil, 

Who, proud as thee, to nature loyal 

Performs his part, 
Knowing that freedom's only soil 

Is in the heart« 




143 



ARRESTMENT OF FOREIGNERS. 

The English wigs made the Lord Chancellor's rules. 
For summoning Scotchmen to London law schools ; 
But trump can be laid on this trick upon Sandy, 
By simple arrestment of goods, adfundanda. 

Should Johnny, when jaunting North side the Tweed bumie, 
Leave something behind on completing his journey ; 
Forgotten or not, be it broadcloth or brandy, 
'Tis all that's required for a suit ad fundandce. 

And foreigners too with their tongues dropping honey, 
Who sell tinker's trash and go off with good money ; 
For babes of the law 'tis the sweetest of candy 
To pickle their tails with a writ, adfundanda, 

A ship, or some cash, bills, bales, corn, cotton, cattle. 
Portmanteau, umbrella, or other like chattel ; 
Such trifles of things are uncommonly handy 
For starting a good-going plea adfundanda. 
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It has not been tried in our little dominion, 
And till it has been I reserve my opinion ; 
If handkerchief, snuff-box, or like tirrivandie. 
Would meet all the needs of the law, adfundanda. 

Whate*er may be said of poor Scotia's red thistle, 
To foreigner's thumbs it's best known by its bristle ; 
At guarding her sons she's a terrible randy. 
And long is the reach of her arm, ad fundanda. 
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THAT THIEVING STAG. 

'TwAS August in the Highland north, 

The sun was rising clearly, 
When Dugald and Donald came wand'ring forth 
To see their crop right early, 
And there among the standing com 
They saw a red deer's twisted horn ; 
** Indeed ! " said they, ** this bonnie morn 
WeVe caught the rascal fairly." 
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Now, Dugald and Donald they said no more. 

But went for Archi* and Rover, 
And from the corn, across the shore, 
Into the sea they drove her ; 
And there they gripped that thieving stag, 
And home at once they did him drag, 
And with a knife they did him scrag 
For chops and steaks moreover. 
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And when, with pleasure in his mind 
The laird and dogs came scenting, 
That thieving stag he could not find 
Among the roes frequenting ; 
But when he smelt the crofter's smoke, 
His nose at once perceived the joke, — 
It was so rich, it made him choke, 
And sent him home lamenting. 
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ICE. 

A SCENE of white, whose hills and hollows meet 
The black lake's rim, verged in by Scotch firs* feet. 
Whose woven locks, snow canopied, expand 
In tents of crowded white, as close they stand 
About the boatman's cot, whose wintry cloak 
Lies thick upon the thatch, save where blue smoke 
Curls from the gable end to flout the sun. 
Who smiles and smiles, till icicles down run 
The shaggy beards of rocks, and little rills 
Begin to trickle from the snow-clad hills. 

Out on the glancing slide from the lake's verge. 
The red-cheeked urchins cheerily emerge ; 
With shout and run, one after one they dash 
Their legs apart, and arms outbalanced rash. 
Till pushed, a shaky neighbour bends supine, 
Revolves, diverging from the glassy line, 
Trips heel, and with an unavailing leap 
Falls sudden backward, lowest in the heap 
Inevitable now, of jackets brown 
Who roll and tumble o'er his body down. 
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In circles wide the skater cuts the ice 
With feather strokes, most dexterously nice ; 
His graceful back, and spider corduroys, 
The wonder of the skateless little boys, 
As with deft foot and supple bending knees 
He twines his eights, and double loops his threes ; 
Bold with success to cut his name he tries. 
Strokes all his ** t*s " and dots his very ** i*s ;" 
Till flushed with pride, on skates a flying god, 
He backwards trips, and writes his period. 

The pavement lake, o'er-mottled thick with men, 
Racks with their weight, and fires a volley, when 
Its concave, tightened with the growing cold, 
Is smitten by the curler's stone that's rolled 
To rock and echo, as in glorious play 
It booms and turns along the polished way 
Towards the expectant ring, who, keen of face, 
Watch the round granite glide into its place. 
And cheer the winning shot, as they disband 
To pick their stones and shake the hero's hand — 

And so through life, from boyhood's glowing slide, 
To youth's fine skates and manhood's game we glide, 
While the stout world on which we toil and play, 
That strangely came, as strange shall melt away. 
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WHEN CLOUDS ARE LAID. 

When clouds are laid in crimson bands, 

And gath'ring birds wheel through the air, 
John Ploughman at his plough-tail stands 

And whistles as he guides the share ; 
For Mary is the bonniest lass 

That ever raked a rig of hay, 
And soon the lagging hour will pass 

That brings the welcome close of day. 

The streaming sun behind yon hill 

Now bids all ploughmen loose their reins. 
And homeward at their easy will, 

John's horses go with gingling chains ; 
While through the stacks of wheat and corn, 

With thumping heart sweet Mary slips. 
Beneath the young morn's merry horn. 

To kiss her sturdy ploughman's lips. 
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They talk about their master kind, 

He of his horses, she her cows, 
Of every care that frets the mind, 

Concluding still with lover's vows, 
Then part contented for the night, 

Well pleased the day so sweet should close, 
For well-placed love makes labour light, 

And gives to every thorn a rose. 
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THE LICENSING COURT. 



Just picture a half hundred judges, 

Drawn off from their trades with a wrench, 
Each one of whom inwardly grudges 

The hour that he spends on the bench ; 
And think of them canvassed most coolly 

By bungs, for their vote and support — 
You then know the rope and the pulley 

That works in the Licensing Court. 

In haste to the great Quarter Sessions 

They come, till the bench overflows, 
And fifty, of varied professions. 

Sit smiling like turnips in rows. 
Some pledged to the total abstainers. 

Some pledged to good whisky and port, 
And some, with their special retainers, 

To friends at the Licensing Court. 

K 
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If kissing and luck go by favour, 

By favour go licences too — 
A widow of modest behaviour 

Is certain to pull her case through ; 
But let not the lawyer who preaches, 

Their honours presume to exhort — 
Condemned for the length of his speeches 

Is he in the Licensing Court 

Some call it a public-house lottery, 

With entries for all at small cost. 
Where, spun on a wheel like soft pottery, 

A fortune is made or is lost ; 
Where some get their licences twenty, 

While others, unskilled in the sport, 
Are sent away angry and empty. 

So queer is the Licensing Court. 

'Tis said there's no better manoeuvre 

For winning a public-house race. 
Than pledging beforehand a mover, 

And seconder too for your case, 
This simple arrangement ensuring 

A judge for your pleader, in short — 
There's nothing succeeds like securing 

A firiend in the Licensing Court. 
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When Justices first were created 

As angels of peace and of clay, 
Who could have believed it was fated 

That spirits should lead them astray ? 
To save them from total absorption, 

The lieges should band and consort. 
To sweep with the broom Local Option^ 

The floor of the Licensing Court. 
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WHISTLE AND SING. 



When cauld blasts o' autumn ha*e scattered the com, 

And pelted the linties on rain-drookit wmg, 
When black swelling clouds dim the bricht e'e o' morn. 
And wheat in the stook is beginning to spring. 
Whistle and sing ! whistle and sing ! 
There's a chance for the lad that can whistle and sing. 

When Jeannie — fair creature 1 — wi* looks o' disdain, 
Gangs past ye, and draws your puir heart in a string. 

Speaks licht o' your love, that wad melt a flint stane. 
And whan ye say *' kiss !" gies your saft lug a ding. 

Whistle and sing, &c 

A man's but a cuif that wad yammer and yowl. 
And say that the future nae better can bring, 

Hell kep little kail wha wad break his toom bowl. 
The gruesomest winter maun end in the spring. 

Whistle and sing, &c. 
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The saft flow'rs o' summer will blossom again, 
The linties and laverocks their melodies fling, 

The farmer, victorious, will thrash oot his grain. 
And Jeannie — dear lassie ! — will tak* the gowd ring I 

Whistle and sing, &c. 
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THE.CONTENTED COTTAR. 



Oh ! I hae seen amang the clouds 

The skylark steer his wherry, 
And I hae heard afar fra crowds 

The mavis whistling merry ; 
Than me, nae bird can be mair blest, 

Unseen, unkent by ony, 
Nor hae a mate in his wee nest 

Sae blythe, sae kind, sae bonnie ! 

She steeks my sarks and clouts my claes, 

And dams each out-heel stocking, 
She jogs me on wi' blame and praise, 

Whiles preaching and whiles joking ; 
She is my doctor, cook, and clerk. 

My bank of countless treasure, 
For her tae toil frae dawn tae dark 

It isna toil, it's pleasure I 
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I envy not the merchant's wealth, 

The squire, his hounds and acres, 
The scholar's lore, the statesman's stealth, 

Lords, Dukes, and title makers ; 
Not all their castles, lands, and power, 

Nor money wi' the banker, 
Could tine my love for ae short hour 

Frae thee, my heart's true anchor ! 

Whan toiling on the sluggard land. 

Each thought of her, my beauty ! 
With deeper purpose nerves my hand 

And plainer make life's duty ; 
And wi' her bairn upon my knee, 

The mair I search the lammy 1 
For ae faut o' his sire, I see 

Ten graces o' his mammy ! 



THE CROFTER'S TILED HOUSE. 

A CROFTER ae day gaed to law wi* his laird, 
About the farm hoose he had built in his yaird, 
And that he would win, the puir body ne'er dooted ; 
But wait till ye hear how the law gaed aboot it. 

His lease seemed to say to his eyesight unskilled 
He*d get compensation for what he micht build ; 
And whan it ran oot, withoot fear or excuse, 
He asked to be paid for the worth o' his hoose. 

'* Na ! na ! " said the laird, '* in the lease it is stated 
The hoose I'm to pay for, is siafte, lime^ and slated ; 
The hoose on my land, that yir ain hands hae piled^ 
Is not stane and slated, but stane^ clay^ and tiled,'*'* 

" Ye say that it cost ye a hunner odd pounds 1 
I claim, every stick, stane and tile on my grounds ; 
And though it is worth forty pounds, I admit, 
Its mine free o' cost on the day that ye flit." 
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** Hoot 1 toot I" said the crofter, ** my Lord ! ye forget 
Ye*re getting for naething ilk fence, dyke and yett, 
And as for the hoose, it exactly is builded 
Frae plans and sic stuff as yir deid factor willed it." 

** Ye*ve valued the place, and by chissel and mell 1 

Ye tell me the hoose is worth forty 3drsel ! 

Ye canna intend sae to rob me for flittin," 

**Deed aye," said the laird, "in the lease its sae written." 

Now, wha could expect man to cringe like a moose 
And see a rich lord thus play grab at his hoose? 
Sine quickly the crofter brocht in a law case, 
And said the laird's quirk was an unca disgrace. 

The judges wha tried it, and should hae kent better, 
Forgetting the speerit, dealt oot the black letter, 
Declaring, the laird, they were sorry to say. 
Must get the man's hoose, and wi' naething to pay. 

Our worthy Scotch judges, between man and man 
Sit dealing oot book-law as fast as they can, 
But men aff the bench, whiles a difference can draw, 
'Tween dealing ooi justice, and dealing oot law. 
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THE BRITISH UNION. 

A PATRIOTIC SONG. 

Ye English, Scotch, and Irish 
Who to the throne are true, 
A craven gale is striving 

To tear our flag in two. 
But to the mast weVe nailed it, 
And none shall pull it down 
While millions deep our breasts can keep 
The Union and the Crown. 
Shall our own hands 
Undo these bands 
Our much-loved lands to sever ? 
While shines the sun 
And rivers run, 
No I never I never I never ! 

Of mingled Celt and Saxon, 

A noble race, we sprung ; 
My countrymen, we're brothers I 

Knit by one common tongue. 
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Bom 'neath one smiling heaven — 

Nursed by one Northern sea — 
No power on earth shall mar the birth 

That made and keeps us free. 
Shall our, etc. 

The shamrock, rose, and thistle 

Grow sweet on common ground, 
And shall not these dear emblems 

In every heart be found ? 
The Thistle's independence — 

The Rose*s fragrant band — 
The Shamrock green that springs between, 

And gives to each a hand. 
Shall our, etc. 

Shall friends at home betray us. 

While foreign foes we scorn. 
And Ireland's little island 

From Britain's side be torn ? 
Not while we are a nation ! 

Not while our hearts are warm ! 
Not while a rag of British flag 

Can battle out the storm. 
Shall our, etc. 
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JURY APPEALS. 



If ever there was a disgrace 

That fills a defender with fury, 
'Tis having a bogus law case 

Appealed for a trial by jury ; 
Pursued by some penniless one 

With pleadings well peppered and buttered,. 
For damage that never was done, 

Or slander that never was uttered. 

Got up for the chance of the fees 

By lawyers who scorn pettifogging ! 
Pushed onward with leisure and ease, 

With motions kept nogging and jogging ; 
Appealed from the Sheriflf away 

To scare the defender to paying — 
For asses in fable, they say. 

Have frightened a lion with braying. 
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An action for bodily hurt 

Declarator, damage, or slander, 
May trail a good name in the dirt, 

Or toast a fat sheep on a brander ! 
And some to be quickly released, 

Aghast at the mounting expenses. 
Will meekly consent to be fleeced 

Regardless of all their defences. 

The reason is simple and plain, 

For e*en though he win in the pageant, 
A triumph is turned into pain 

When squaring accounts with an agent ; 
For, soon as he loses his case 

The scamp with no dimes in his pocket 
Will vanish, all trackless to trace 

And useless to find as a rocket. 

Now, why without caution for costs 

Should trial by jury be granted. 
When Sheriffs encountering ghosts I 

Can do just as well what is wanted ? 
Blackmailers to meet in fair fight 

Would then be a pleasant diversion. 
And justice, and freedom and right, 

No longer be Acts of Coercion. 
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PUIR CHAP ! 



While merchants mak* fortunes affpouther and shoddy 

That wander ayont the saut seas, 
Life's whirligig wheel tae the wee writer body 
Gie's mony a nip and a squeeze. 

A lawyer gets mony a slap 
Puir chap I 
A lawyer gets mony a slap. 

When on a bit hoose bond at twenty per cent 

He lends oot a wee pickle siller, 
It's sure tae rin aff like an Irishman's rent. 

Or dwine like a dram through a filler. 

A lawyer, &c. 

If buyer and seller he tries to advise 

For friendship and fat double fees, 
Should ae client mak' o' the tither a prize 

He fa's in a dwam on his knees. 

A lawyer, &c 
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And when in some summons that's settled and dead, 

His clerk has for decree insisted, 
An action o* damages flees at his head 

For names that black fate has black-listed. 

A lawyer, &c. 

And whiles at the end o' a weel bungled case, 

Howe'er his account he enlarges, 
His client will tell the ink-blaud tae his face, 

Tae squeak for his fees and his charges. 

A lawyer, &c 

Aft too when wi* care he mak*s oot his account, 

Charged up wi* guid fees to the double, 
The auditor's pen pikes aff half the amount, 

And adds a guid sum for his trouble. 

A lawyer, &c. 

But still he is free to mak' hash o' a will. 

And deal oot bad law frae his table, 
Gi'e cantie auld wives wrang advice to their fill. 

And charge them as high as he's able. 

A lawyer, &c. 
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AT SUNDOWN. 

Another day of summer breeze and sun, 
With golden shoes about the world hath run, 
And now the fields, the leafy woods and meadows. 
Are studded with shut flowers, and chased with shadows ; 
Up-tilting lashes tipped with crimson dye, 
The daisy white hath shut her wond'ring eye ; 
The kingcup closely drawn his glossy tips. 
To make a pearl-purse of his golden lips ; 
The wild rose laid her blushing palms together, 
To breathe a prayer for dews, and gentle weather, 
All on the verge of night, while, from the trees. 
The wakeful blackbird lullabies the breeze. 

A winding path, beside a winding stream. 
Invites me on, fronting the evening beam. 
To mark the clouds of gold and crimson lave 
Their phantom bodies in the river's wave ; 
While, in green nooks, mead-sweet, and hawthorn bough, 
Waft mingled perfumes to my grateful brow, 
As, pausing oft, I stand, arrested long 
By the linked beadlets of the dark bird's song. 
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At sucl;i an hour, the toiler's chain dissolves, 
Melted with love, and hope, and high resolves ; 
And day-bom cares, that did the mind distress, 
Do shrink into their own true littleness. 

My day is done ! And, like impearling dews. 
Contented thoughts my happy mind suflfuse : 
I smile to mark the conscious drooping head 
Of each small friend, upcurled, and gone to bed. 
To sleep, to wake, and rise in fresh array. 
When the spurred lark shakes wing at break of day. 

Would'st thou behold this pasture, studded bright 
With wild-buds, grouped and gathered for the night ? 
Finger the weft of dreams, and hear the boom 
Of fancy's shuttle, throbbing in the loom ! 
Go to the fields at eve with open mind 
And there a poet's banquet thou wilt find. 



THE END. 
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